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SCENE  1.  Xo.  1.     A  LIBRARY. 

Enter  7>V?z  Binnw'le,  Left  Hand  —  Plate  1. 
Enter  Admiral  Trunnion,  Right  Hand  —  Plate  2. 


Keep  the  prisoner  safe  under  hatches, 
till  further  orders. 

H<  n.      Aye,  aye,  your  honor  ! 

Trunnion.  They  thought  to  out  inaiui'iivre  me,  did 
they  ?  cut  a  vessel  out  of  my  own  d-»ck,  and  sail  oil' 
under  false  colours!  By  Nelson's  corked  hat,  I'd  a 
hlown  'em  lioth  out  of  the  water.  ?dy  daughter  shall 
sail  in  company  with  Captain  Cathead,  or  remain  single 
for  life.  What  do  you  say,  you  porp»; 

Iti'ii.  If  1  say  anything,  \  er  honour,  I'd  rather  take 
grog  than  hisruit. 

Trwinion,  A  hoard,  you  hihher  !  and  see  that 
Hei'liert  goes  safely  with  you. 
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Ben.  All  taut,  yer  honor.  He's  stowed  away  in  the 
jolly  boat,  when  we  laid  our  grappling  irons  aboard  on 
him,  he  swore  he'd  blow  you  to  the  devil,  and  hang 
every  mother's  son  of  us.  He  kicked  and  plunged 
like  a  young  grampus  when  he  gets  a  harpoon  in  his 
witals.  Jack  Sykes  threatened  to  push  a  tar  brush 
down  his  throat,  and  make  him  dance  "Jack's  the  Lad" 
on  a  boarding  pike !  I  offered  him  my  bacea-box  and 
all  ;  and  Taffrail  challenged  him  to  fight  for  a  gallon 
of  rum,  but  nothing  seemed  to  please  him  ;  so  we  tied 
him  head  and  foot,  and  stowed  him  away  in  the  stern 
sheets  of  the  jolly  boat  ! 

Trunnion.  You  have  been  too  violent  with  him. 
He  must  be  treated  like  a  gentleman  ! 

Ben.  I'll  treat  him  to  anything  he  likes,  from 
heaving  the  lead  to  weighing  an  anchor.  I  know 
eddication  and  manners — my  old  mother — she's  gone 
to  glory,  where  Polly  Long's  gone,  she  was  a  sehollaid, 
yer  honour,  and  could  read  the  newspaper  backwards 
without  spectacles — -and  made  pancakes,  lobscounce, 
chowder,  and  egg  flip,  better  nor  any  captain  in  the 
sarvici-.  [Exit. 

Trunnion.  And  drank  it  afterwards,  I'll  be  sworn  ! 
Master  Urn's  politeness  and  the  cabin  of  an  old  seventy- 
four,  will  soon  cool  the  young  gentlemen's  courage. 

Enter  Fanny  Trunnion,  Left  Hand — Plate  2. 

Trunnion.     Fanny  my  dear  ! — 

Fanny.  ($hnj#)  "  Marry  me,  marry  me — Peter  he 
would  marry  me  !  " 

Trunnion.  (axiilf)  She  alludes  to  Cathead,  (alowl) 
Hark  ye,  Miss  \  where  have  you  been? 


Fanny.  Looking  at  the  sea — such  a  glorious  sight — 
all  smooth  and  calm ;  sun  shining  brilliantly — the 
rippling  waves  appear  like  molten  gold — then  the 
gallant  vessels  with  their  white  sails  set,  and  pennants 
Hying  in  the  wind — scores  of  Blue  Jackets,  round  the 
rigging— all  in  animation  and  activity  !  I  never  look 
upon  those  noble  ships  in  the  bay,  but  I  think  they 
are  so  many  guardian  (Jenii,  appointed  by  old  Xeptime 
to  guard  and  watch  our  shores  ! 

Trunnion.  They  are  the  mighty  engines  of  a  free 
constitution,  to  protect  our  liberty  and  peace  !  Captain 
Cathead  will  be  here  to-day,  I  suppose  you  can  guess 
why. 

Fanny.  Is  it  to  play  at  backgammon  with  you,  sir, 
or  to  throw  his  wooden  leg  into  the  water,  for  my 
Newfoundland  dog  to  fetch  it  out  again. 

Tnntnion.  Xo  sarcasm  if  you  please.  It  is  to  take 
you  to  church,  madam  ! 

/•''///////.     If  I  go  what  will  you  give  me  pa,  eh  ? 

Trunnion.     A  husband.     Will  you  accept  the  gift? 

frinntj.  Xo  thank  you- — I  shall  present  myself  with 
that  article  when  I  commit  matrimony. 

Trt'nninn.  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  wont  have 
him. 

Fannij.  I  do  though.  Do  you  suppose  1  would 
marry  a  fragment  of  a  man  ? — limp  to  church  with  a 
wooden  leg!— -Ogled  all  day  with  a  glass  eye?  Xo,  I 
would  rather  die  first ! 

Trnnni'in.      You  dare  not  say  this  to  my  face. 

Fannij.  Sir,  I  am  the  daughter  of  a  British  seaman 
and  dare  do  anything  but  act  witli  dishonour 

Trunnion,  (aside)  She's  my  own  child  after  all. 
You  love  your  father,  don't  you,  puss? 

Fanmj.      As  much  as  I  regret  his  foibles. 


Tnmnion.  What  foibles'?  never  knew  I  had  any! 
"What  am  I,  Miss  Trunnion? 

Fanny.  A  dear,  good-natured,  testy,  self-willed  old 
gentleman,  aged  sixty-four,  with  a  tender  heart,  and  a 
very  obstinate  head ;  rieh,  gouty,  very  generous  and 
irritable — possessing  many  comforts,  and  one  torment — 
Miss  Fanny  Trunnion,  a  self-willed  young  lady  of 
nineteen,  inheriting  all  her  father's  graces,  accomplish- 
ments, and  failings  ! 

Trunnion.  ]N'ow,  obey  me,  Fanny,  and  I'll  give  you 
all  I  am  worth  ;  disobey  me,  and  I'll — I'll  live  for  a 
thousand  years  to  plague  you  !  [Exit. 

Fanny.  Live,  live  dear  pa  !  for  I  never  will  be  Mrs. 
Captain  Simon  Peter  Cathead — ha,  ha  !  what  a  horrid 
name,  Now  to  think  of  poor  Charles.  AVliat  can  I  do 
to  assist  him?  The  ship  is  slenderly  guarded.  If 
we — yes,  yes,  it  will  do — my  nautical  knowledge  will 
now  be  of  service.  Not  a  moment  must  be  lost. 

Enter  Ke1*u  lh<lkiu,  Left  Hand— Plate  2. 

Betty.  Oh,  Miss,  I've  let  his  honor's  silver  tankard 
drop  out  of  the  back  window  into  the  sea,  and  I've 
been  trying  to  fish  it  up  again  with  a  ball  of  string  tied 
to  a  clothes  prop  and  a  cabbage  net. 

Fanny.  Never  mind  the  tankard,  it  will  serve  the 
iish  to  mix  their  grog  in. 

//'•/>•//.  Lor,  so  it  will,  miss — 1  never  thought  of 
that. 

Faun  if.  AVill  you  do  me  a  service— you  shall  be  well 
paid  ? 

/>Wx//.  Ain't  I  so  already,  Miss?  Twelve  pounds  a 
year  ;  every  other  Sunday  out,  ami  my  young  man  to 
see  me  twice  a  year  :  have  tea  in  the  kitchen,  and  play 
at  cards  at  Christina^  ! 


Fanny.     I  only  want  you  to  personate  a  sailor. 

Betty.  No  :  do  you  though  ?  Well  I  should  like  to 
put  on  the  trousers,  luit  shan't  I  soon  he  found  out? 
my  1  lauds  ar'n't  covered  with  pitch. 

Fanny.  Never  mind  the  pitf-li,  girl,  you  must  play  a 
tar.  Listen  to  my  scheme.  You  have  seen  a  hand- 
some gentleman  that  has  several  times  accosted  me  on 
the  heach  ! 

Betsy.     Oh,  yes,  Miss. 

Fanny.  My  pa  wants  me  to  many  an  old  friend 
of  his,  Captain  Cathead,  with  a  glass  eye  and  a  wooden 
leg. 

VA'/.s'//.  And  you  want  to  marry  the  handsome 
gentleman. 

Fanny.  My  pa  has  caused  my  Charles  to  he  im- 
prisoned on  the  Bombshell  hulk,  until  my  union  with 
his  friend  takes  place,  for  which  I  am  resolved  never 
shall. 

/x'/xy.  That's  right,  Miss  !  show  a  proper  spirit — 
I  always  does  when  my  young  man  wants  to  stay  after 
eleven  o'clock  at  night.  Xo,  says  I,  the  best  of  friends 
must  part,  as  the  rat  said  to  his  tail  when  he  left  it  in 
the  trap  ! 

Fanny.  You  know  I  have  a  number  of  young  women 
at  work  in  the  house,  preparing  the  dresses  for  the 
masquerade  hall  that's  to  take  place  next  week. 

/>'''/>•//.      The  sailors'  dress,  - 

Fanny.  Just  so.  Now  if  they  will  consent  to  wear 
them  for  a  few  hours,  and  accompany  me,  we  will 
storm  the  hulk,  and  set  my  Charles  free. 

AW.-7/.  To  be  sure  we  will.  Besides,  it  will  he  such 
capital  fun.  [Exit, 

Fanny.  If  we  can  gain  the  ship  unobserved,  I'll 
answer  for  the  result.  But  time  presses — the  crew 
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must  be  prepared,  the  boat  launclied.  I  trust  we 
shall  not  disgrace  Her  Majesty's  Service — for  England 
expects  that  every  man — woman,  I  mean — will  do  her 
duty. 

SONG— Fanny. 

The  sailor's  heart  is  light  and  true — 
His  lass  in  mind — his  port  in  view — 
Let  cares  and  dangers  round  him  throng, 
He  drives  them  off  with  grog  and  song. 
He  sees  the  spreading  sails  imfurl'd 
That  waft  him  to  a  distant  world, 
The  parting  anchor  cheerly  heaves, 
Though  country,  friends,  and  girl  he  leaves 
Yo  ho  !  yo,  heave  ho  ! 

Funning  onward  now  we  go- 
Through  the  silver  deep  we  dash, 
While  the  yielding  billows  splash, 

Singing  gaily  as  we  go, 

Yo  ho  !  yo,  heave  ho  ! 

SPOKEN.  Steady  !  Steady  !  Keep  her  up — breakers 
ahead  there!  helm  aport  !  she-  touches!  Heave  the. 
lead  !  (Quarter  less,  live  !  JJuiit  ship  !  J5y  the  mark, 
11  !  Helmsman,  hold  to  your  course.  Aye,  aye  ! 
Yo  ho  !  by  the  deep  nine  !  She  clears  I  liuz/a  \  All's 
well  ! 

Though  thunders  howl  and  lightning  Hash, 
His  liearl  intrepid,  knows  no  fear  - 

Though  angry  billows  wildly  dash, 
And  burl  the  dreadful  surges  near  — 

Undaunted  will  the  helmsman  hold 


His  vessel's  head,  his  watchful  eye. 
Pursue  with  anxious  heart,  yet  hold, 

His  course,  though  perils,  round  him  lie. 

Y<>  h<>,  ive.  [Exit. 

SCKXK  -2.  No.  2.     A  CHAM  HER.     AYings  Xo.  5. 
Enter  A<lmir<il  Trunnion,  Right  Hand — Plate  2. 

Trunnion.  All  my  schemes  seems  to  he  thwarted. 
Miss  Fanny  leads  me  a  nice  life. 

/if/fit/  (trithont )  Stop  a  minute,  Miss — I've  only  got 
to  put  on  the  trousers. 

Trunnion.  Hilloa  !  what  the  deuce  is  in  the  wind 
now  ?  Bodkin  sailing  under  false  colours  ! 

He  Retires  to  the  hack  of  the  Stage. 
Enter  Betty  Bodkin,  Left  Hand— Plate  3. 

/jW.<//.  Young  Missus  looks  the  very  moral  of  old 
master,  only  she's  not  half  so  ugly. 

Trunnion,     (coming  fonocwd)  What   is  the  meaning 

of  this  torn-foolery  ?  Speak  ! 

//'/.<//.      I  can't  sir — I'm  dumb  ! 

Trunnion.  And  pray  what  are  those  things, 
madam  1 

H''t*!l.  I  believe  they  are  gentlemen's  petticoats, 
sir. 

Trunnion.  And  that  is  a  gentlemen's  bonnet,  I 
presume  ? 

/*'•/>•//.  Y  ye— yes,  sir — the  last  new  fashion. 
(aside;  AYhat  shall  I  do  ?  he'll  lind  it  all  out! 

Trunnion.      AYhat  are  all  these  tilings  for? 

/>'/>•//•      To— to  wear,  sir.      At  the  masquerade  ball. 

Trunnion.  (a*id'')  A  frolic  of  Miss  Fanny.  Don't 
mention  my  enquiries  to  your  mistress,  and  1  shall  do 
something  for  you. 
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Betsy.  Thank  ye,  sir.  Perhaps  you  will  rise  my 
wagers — make  'em  guineas  instead  of  pounds,  and 
allow  me  a  little  more  tea  and  sugar. 

Enter  Servant,  Eight  Hand— Plate  4. 

Servant.  Sir  Thomas  Hardhead,  sir,  wishes  to  see 
you. 

Trunnion      I'll  wait  upon  Sir  Thomas  immediately. 

Exit  Servant. 

Trunnion.  Betty  remain  here  'till  I  return,  mind  no 
tattling — and  I'll  think  about  the  tea  and  sugar ; 
ha,  ha ! 

Exit  Trunnion. 

Betty.  Well  I  think  I've  led  the  old  gentleman 
astray  in  the  most  splendacious  style  !  This  sailoring 
will  turn  out  all  very  well,  if  the  gals  behave  them- 
selves and  hold  their  tongues.  My  first  loveyer  was  a 
sailor,  I  shall  never  forget  him.  He  used  to  send  me  a 
little  Cupid  and  a  large  anchor  every  year  for  a 
valentine.  He  never  missed  but  once — then  he  fell 
overboard,  and  was  swallowed  by  a  shark.  I  cried  for 
two  days,  I  remember,  because  I  wanted  the  Cupid  to 
stick  on  the  lid  of  my  bonnet  box.  [Exit. 

Enter  Admiral  Trunnion,  Right  Hand — Plate  2. 

Trunnion.  This  is  an  extraordinary  business  Sir 
Thomas  has  acquainted  me  with  !  Mr.  Charles 
Herbert,  my  prisoner,  is  a  gentlemen  in  disguise — 
makes  love  to  my  daughter,  and  overturns  all  my 
arraiigemeineiits,  I  hate  such  stuil' !  AVhy  did'nt  he 
come  boldly  forward,  and  tell  me  he  loved  Fan,  and 
was  determined  to  have  her — whether  I  gave  my 
consent  or  not !  not  persuade  the  girl  to  walk  out  with 
him  out  on  the  sands,  sighing  and  creeping  like  a  pair 
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of  mermaids  with  the  measles  !  (advancing  to  lite  winy) 
What's  that?  my  1  targe  manned,  pulling  from  shore! 
A  line  jolly  set  of  fellows  !  who  are  they — where  do 
they  come  from — and  what  do  they  want. 

Enter  Sen-ant,  Right  Hand— Plate  4. 

Trunnion .     John,  whore's  your  mistress? 

Serrant,     Gone  out,  sir. 

Trunnion.     Send  Bodkin  to  me. 

Servant.  She's  gone  out,  too,  sir.  I  met  her  run- 
ning down  the  garden  to  the  water  side,  dressed  up  in 
a  queer  outlandish  fashion. 

Trunnion.  That  explains  it,  then.  Those  fine  jolly 
fellows  are  all  young  women,  pulling  towards  the 
Bombshell.  Eh !  I  see  it  all  now.  This  is  the 
masquerading  frolic,  my  ladies,  is  it?  I'll  soon  be 
about  their  quarters  !  Kun  down  to  Sir  Thomas  Hard- 
head, and  ask  him  for  a  tile  of  Marines,  and  a  round  of 
blank  cartridges — order  out  my  barge-  and  crew — these 
ladies  shall  soon  smell  powder,  or  I'm  no  seamen. 
Quick  you  lubber — don't  let  the  grass  grow  under  your 
feet. 

x    -vant.     Yes.  sir  ?  [Exit. 

Trunnion.  They  think  to  surprise  the  garrison,  and 
Mr.  Herbert  at  liberty.  What  will  not  woman  do 
in  the  hour  of  need,  for  the  man  of  her  choice  ?  1  >ear 
woman's  a  companion  in  prosperity — a  heroine  in 
adversity  1  There's  nothing  like  a  petticoat  to  shelter  a 
man  in  the  hour  of  trouble  !  [Exit. 

SCENE  3.  No.  3.     THK  MAIN  DI-X'K  OK  THK 
Bo.Mr.SHKLl,     Wings  Xo.  8. 

Put  on  Chest  and  llarrel. 
Enter  Mr.  C/itw,  Right  Hand— Plate  -J 
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Enter  Charles  Herbert,  Left  Hand — Plate  2,  and 
JacJiO,  Left  Hand— Plate  3. 

The  Marines  in  Plates  2  and   3,   to  be  placed  at  the 
back  of  the  Stage. 

Chaser.     Oh,  you  must  go  below  ! 

Herbert.     This  outrage  shall  be  bitterly  punished  ! 

[Exit. 
Enter  Ben  Binnacle,  Left  Hand — Plate  1. 

Ben.     There — he's  safely  stowed  away. 

Jac/io.  Issa,  massa  Ben — right  as  'em  trivet.  Ha, 
ha  !  poor  buckra  man  is  in  for  a  nice  ting. 

CJiawr.  It's  no  business  of  ours — we  must  keep  him 
safe  until  further  orders.  (Bell  nfril'e*  four.)  Time 
for  grog.  Serve  it  out,  Jacko  ! 

Jaclv.     Issa,  massa. 

Chaxer.  Ben,  finish  that  yarn  you  began  to  spin  us 
about  Captain  Cathead's  wooden  leg  and  the  shark. 

JacJiO.     Issa— do,  massa  Ben. 

Ben.  When  Captain  Cathead  was  a  leeftenant,  he 
was  fishing  one  day  over  the  starboard  bulwark,  and  by 
some  means  slipped  his  cable  and  pitched  overboard — 
A  perdigious  large  shark  rose  up  out  of  the  deep  waters 
at  the  same  time,  and  made  for  the  leeftenant,  lie 
roared,  and  down  went  the  jolly  boat.  We  pulled  for 
him,  but  we  Avarn't  in  time,  for  the  shark  had  got  hold 
of  his  leg. 

Jacko.     Poor  debel  !  he  put  \\\$fuot  in  it,  then. 

His  leg. 

Yes,  but  it  a  wooden  'un   (All  laii'jli}. 
Ha,  ha  !  dat  bory  good. 

/>/?.  Well,  this  master  shark  looked  as  if  he 
could'nt  make  out  what  he  got  in  his  precious  mouth. 
A  way  he  tugged  at  the  pin,  and  AVC  tugged  at  Cathead. 
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Such  splashing  in  the  water  never  was  seen.  We  got 
him  on  board  at  last — set  the  leeftenant  safely  on  his 
legs,  and  brought  master  shark  to  his  senses  with  two 
or  three  hatchets.  Stuck  in  a  hollow  tooth  we  found  a 
tinder  box  and  one  of  Murphy's  Almanack's. 
O /» w/'x  I  la,  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  Fanny  Truaninn,  Kight  Hand — Plate  1, 
and  />'////-  Jar/,'<>f.<,  Plate  3. 

Fa nt///      (roughly)  Surrender  ! 

(11ia*i'i\     (trying  to  >y/'Y///)   May  I  ! — 

Fan  n;/.      Silence — hear  me  \ 

JarJio.  Take  him  life  massa,  but  don't  spill  him 
grog 

Shiver  my  topsail,  if  this  arn't  a  pretty  rig. 

Silence,  common  sailor. 

Common  Sailor!  AVhat  do  you  mean  by 
that  {  There's  no  such  thing  as  a  rninnmn  sailor  in  the 
I»ritish  navy. 

Funny.  Throw  that  fellow  overboard  !  Hark  ye, 
my  line  fellows,  you  are  our  prisoners,  resistance  is 
useles 

CJuwr.  May  1  be  so  hold  as  to  enquire  your  name, 
sir. 

Ftituii/,  (Certainly — certainly.  My  name  is  Lieu- 
tenant Hotspur  Fi roily,  uf  the  Skyrocket  tire  ship — and 
these  smart  lasses  -hem  !  Itul*  I  mean — -form  part  of 
my  crew.  (tn  Him-  ./(ii'/.-cf*)  Sipiib,  Ton-h,  Rough, 
Tough,  Strike-a-light,  and  Pitdi-and-tar,  all  able  seamen 
in  lli'r  Majesty's  Service. 

II' it  ((i*i'If)  Hf  picks  liis  way  like  a  lien  in  silk 
stockings  walking  through  a  pig  stye. 

F((tiHt/.      Skyrockets,  bring  up  the  prisioner  ! 

K.\it  Blue 
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Enter  CharJe*  H<>rl^i,  Left  Hand—  Plato  2. 
Herbert.     What  is  the  meaning  of  tliis  unwarrantable 

xmcinctl     You  appear  to  be    an    officer,    sir—perhaps 

you^will  explain  the  outrage  ? 

Fanny       Sir,  you  were  brought  here  for  two  reasons 
stly—  because    you    are    compelled    to    come;  and 

secondly    because    you    ceuld'nt   help    it.       Are     yon 

satisfied,  sir  ? 

ffer?'«ii.      Be    assured    the    civil     authorities    shall 
avenge  me. 

He  retires  to  the  back  of  the 


Fanny  (a«ide)  Proud  as  Lucifer  !  I'll  punish  him  a 
little  before  I  liberate  him,  for  his  snappishness— 
(aloud)  Strike-a-light,  pipe  all  hands  for  mMiief,  you 

shall  have  a  dance. 

Ken.  A  hornpipe—  a  hornpipe,  for  the  honour  of  the 
navy. 


Issa   massa—  for  the  honour  of  the  grahy  ! 

[Exit/ 

on  Jocko  and  Bhv  Jarl-rf*  dancing—  Plate  1 
Pot  on  Drummer,  Plate  2—  and  Fifer,  Plate  4.  ' 

Att.-r  dancing  a  short  time,  Exit  all. 

Ke-enter  l<\uiu,j  Trunnion,  Right  Hand—  Plate  1. 

Re-enter  Mr.  Chuw,;  Left  Hand—  Plate  4. 

and  Jar/,-,,,  Left  Hand      Plate  3. 
Chaser.     Two  strange  crafts  in   sio-ht,  one   of  them 
carrying  the  Admiral's  Man-   and  manned    with    marines 
--        towards  tin-  ship. 


(aside)  I'm  lost  then,  my  fatlier  has  discovered 


will    b«.     ini],ussibl,.  :     we    must    brave    it 

out     (aloud)    Now  boys,   clear  tin-  decks  and  prepare 
l'»r  actioa    (aside)    I  am  sure  1  shall  faint  ! 
^Knter  /{/,„>  Jackets—  Pl&te  -2. 

Chaser,      The  hunts  approach,  __  . 
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Fannij  (a«i<1<-)  Lord  do  they  !  call  me  a  coach  then! 
(aloit'J)  Skyrockets,  try  your  discipline,  and  prepare  to 
receive  tin-  ninny. 

Chafer.     They  are  nearing  the  vessel.          [Exit. 
Re-enter  Mr.  Chaser,  Right  Hand— Plate  2. 
Fan  tit/-     Oh,  oh  !  I'm  anything  but  myself. 
I  ten.     Huzza!  huzza!  here   they  come.     Xow   for  a 
row. 

F(tfin.'/.  Man  the  guns!  Oh,  dear!  Skyrockets, 
don't  go  oil'  yet — -behave  like  men  ! 

Iftw  Jar.kt't*.     We  can't— we  don't  know  how. 
Jar/,-0.     ( )h,  oh  !  dat  bery  good — ha,  ha  ! 
(A  single  shot  heard  without). 
Exit  Fanny  and  Blue  Jaclwf*. 
Put  on  Fanny  Trunnion  and  Blue  Jackets,  fainted — 

Plate  4. 

] Ira.  My  eyes  !  the  Skyrockets  has  gone  off  with  a 
bang. 

Enter  Aif/niral  Trunnion,  Right  Hand — -Plate  3. 

Enter  Marine,  Right  Hand— Plate  3. 

Marines  cross  the  Stage  and  Exit. 

Put  on  Marine* — Plate  4. 

Trunnion  (a«i'li')  So,  so,  my  ladies,  you  are  there  are 
you.  (alum?)  Where  are  these  desperate  mutineers 
that  have  dared  to  take  forcible  possession  of  your  ship. 
Mr.  Chaser. 

{•h««'-i;      All  dead,  your  honour. 

Trunnion.  So  much  the  better.  Throw  them  all 
overboard. 

Jjt-n.      Ayr,  aye  ! 

Fanny.  Stop,  stop  !  we.  are  all  killled  dead  enough 
already. 

Fannij  and  Elw  Jarkcf*  fainted  to  be  drawn  oil". 
He-enter  Fanny  Trunnion,  Right  Hand — Plate  1, 
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Enter  Cliarle*  Herbert,  Left  Hand— Plato  2. 

Trunnion.  So,  young  gentleman,  you've  been  guilty 
of  high  treason.  A  heavy  punishment  awaits  you  and 
your  unhappy  companions.  To-night  you  will  remain 
on  board.  To-morrow  you'll  sail  double-ironed  for  the 
West  Indies,  (to  Herbert)  This  is  the  ringleader,  eh  1 
Marines,  make  ready  !  I'll  shoot  the  desperado  on  the 
spot. 

Fanny.     If  you  shoot  him,  I'll  be  killed  too  ! 

Trunnhn.     A  Woman  ! 

Fanny.  Yes,  sir ;  and  here  are  ten  or  twelve  more 
harmless  creatures. 

Trunnion.  Madam,  there  is  but  one  female  that 
would  so  far  forgotten  herself,  and  she  is — 

Famnj.  Your  spoiled  daughter !  Pray,  forgive  my 
imprudence  ! 

Herbert  (aside)  \  )ear  girl  ! 

Trunnion.  Well,  well,  1  suppose  1  must  laugh  at 
the  frolic,  (to  Herbert)  There  take  her,  sir,  and  make 
your  own  terms  with  the  little  baggage, 

Fan  HI/,  (to  Aw'tlt'iirc)  Ladies  ami  Gentlemen,  may 
I  be  permitted  to  say  one  word  in  behalf  of  the  l)lue 
Jackets  1  They  are  at  our  mercy — -you  are  our  judges 
— our  Lords  of  the  Admiralty  ;  if  we  have  been  fortu- 
nate enough  to  secure,  your  approbation,  I  trust  this 
will  not  be  our  last  appearance  in  HER  MAJESTY'S 
SERVICE. 

Music— "GOD  SAVK  THE  (tHTKKX."- 
THE    EXD. 
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